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AN ELOPEMENT SPOILED.

The coachman stood In tlic wide hall door,
nd white a snow were the jflovw he wir.

And the golden bunI 'round hi-- , tall sil.i hat
Shod a ray or light on the hall door mat.

The heiress stood.in the darkened hall,
Securelv wrcpjicd in her hood and shawl
Twas ani!e of love that has oft been told
'Twas the hour of her night with tho coaci-raa- n

bold.

The banker waited without the gate.
As silent and jrriui as avenging fate.
And deep and lowViw tho oath In 7ore,
And heavy and thick the club he dure.

The lover' come the gate swing" back
The club descends oh, what a whack!
The conchinun lies on the ground to rct.
Nor seeks lor a fcnot that would suit him

best.
There's a vacancy for a coachman nor,
Am! thn stern old man has made a vow
Thi.tthem.at he hires, whether blae or

white.
Will bo chained to the stable door at night.

JirooUyn Xcglc.

mT7rLb RED TASSEL.

"It i3 tho Spirit, After All, Thit
Malros the Man."

As I sat before mr open grate to-

night, taking a tired man's ease in
dressing-gow- n and slippers, my thoughts
wandered idly back over the events of
the day and settled, singularly enough,
upon on elegant red tassel that I had
observed, with a physician's abstracted
glance, depending from a window-curtai- n

in Madame Maystona's chamber. I

Madame Maystonc being the wealthiest 1

and healthiest patient on my list, it ii
not strange that, during the detailed
and monotonous recitals of her physical
phenomena, the choice furnishings cf
her .sick-roo- m should sometimes thrust
lhcmelves upon ray notice, for I was
reared, not in luxury, but in homely
comfort, upon a remote and jagged
strip of the New England coast. Vet
as 1 sat and mused tins evening, drowsy
with the gonial hi-a- t of my dancing
wood-lir- e, the vision of that swinging
red tassel passed constantly beforo my
eyes, not as a type of riches and an
easeful life, but as a reminder of that
talisman which unlocked for me the
door of my profession and of that one
and only guerdon bestowed by my gen-
tle ladyupon her ungraced knight. It
is too late for work, too early for sleep,
'and so, while the golden Hame flickers
cruelly and beautifully, like a dream of
love, about the dumb'heart of the log,
3, the scribe of memory, will take my
pen and write.

About forty years ago, as the unflat-

tering calendar has it, i awoke one
morning with a sudden, vivid conscious-
ness of impending destiny under the
weather-staine-d roof, which is still
nointed out in Skinncrville as the "old
.Rainford place," and clambered with
double my usual speed out of the bil-

lowy recesses of the feather bed, al-

though in truth, what with the pain and
nervous frights at night, it was never
my wont to be a sleepy-hea- d. For you
may have seen already, if you have the
bad manners to peep in at an old doc-

tor's oflico .window, that I am of small
figure and misshapen an unpieturesque
circumstance that has long ceased to
trouble the patients who need my skill
iind pay my charges, but has never en-

tirely ceased to trouble me. Yet I am
twice the man, let me tell you. in cor-
poreal inches as well as mental, that I
was ever expected to be. You would
have thought me a pitiful youngster in-

deed, if you could have seen me on that
gray March morning sacred to recol-
lection, limping down the
staircase, thin and white and twisted to
one side by unseemly deformity, my
wretched bit of a body topped by a
great, square head, with brown eyes
peering mournfully out from under a
thicket of tangled hair. You wouli
have stopped to speak to me tenderly,
as to a child, maybe, and would have
answered with incredulous gaze my
shrill retort that I was eighteen years
old last Christmas day and wanted no
man's pity.

Rut if ou had once heard my mother,
with tears and sobbings and hillings
of the face in her matronly white apron,
tell the story of her only son how he
had dropped him. a hearty baby of
twenty months, from her fainting arms
upon "the stones of the wharf, when she
had hastened there with her neighbors
to see my father's ship come in and the
bronzed." rough-bearde- d sailors, turning
from the embraces of their wives and

--sweethearts, had told her with stam-
mering speech that she alone should see
her husband never more until the sea
gave up its dead, you would not have
forgotten speedily in what wise it came
to pass that the last of the llainfords
was a weakling and a cripple. If I my-

self had been able to refrain from brood-
ing over that bitter truth, there was one
member of our little household who
"would not have suffered me to forget it
for a day. My grandfather, known
to all Skipperville as Old Cap'u
Reuben, was the scourge of niy child-Jioo- d,

being stern of tongue and mighty
of bulk and gifted with, a contempt as
.huge as his body for every son of the
Hamfords who was found on his twenty-fir- st

birthday to stand below the haugh-
ty Rainford measure of six feet one. I
may as well acknowledge here that in

--our village home we were a family of
no trifling consequence and, that niar-velo- us

stories of the deeds of ny-- broad-shoulder- ed

and sea-farin- g ancestors
'were told on winter evenings by aged
fireside gossips, who did not fail to com-
plete their narration with a melancholy
shake of the head and words too much
like these:

"Ay, ay; it was a fine old stock. We
.shall not see its like in Skipperville agin.
But it is nigh run out a ready, for Old
Cap'n Reuben is hard upon his eighties,
xm there's nary Kainford left beside
nim. save for the V.'idder's crooked boy,

--who'll not be like to tread the deck o''s.
three-maste- r, as long as there's church-
ward grass to cover him.'

But stung and pricked though I often
was by such chance shafts as'thase, it

--was the sword-edg- e of my grandfather's
contempt that cut mc to the heart.
That majestic figure which had not
learned to stoop in all its eightr years,
that massive head crowned with snow-whi- te

hair, that rugged face bearing
still the marks of sea and storm, that
imperious right hand stained 03 the
Tvhisper ran with 'the mutinous blood

--of a sailor, that heavy foot so agile
once and fearless in icy riggings, that
deep, gruff voice with never in all its

--cadence a kindly tone for mc, over-
shadowed all my sickly boyhood and
hedged it in with a helpless sense of
.shame and misery.

. My case was indeed a hard one. The
JRainfonl spirit burned in my fragile
frame, hnt only to consume, not to lllu--

ed ' noJT :

Ij-- as the approval of my grandfather,
biit what heroic deed had tne straight-limbe- d

left on. earth for cripples to per-
form? Meanwhile, my weakness and
puny stature rendering me of littles use
to any one, I was allowed to attPid the
village school as much as health per-
mitted and inclination suggested. But
although I was an incessant reader of
such odd volumes as our library af-

forded and would be curled uu with mv
book for hours at a time Li the suuniest
corner of tho south porch, where niy
grandfather, heeding me no more than
the dog at his feet, sat upright in his
high-back- ed chair, his two powerful
hands clapped over the head of his stick
and his wistful eyes turned seaward,
vet my attendance at the little school
house on the hill was decidedly desulto-
ry. Tins arose partly from my aversion
to the society of other lad-- s of my own
age, so much larger and more vigorous
than myself, and partly from the unsat-
isfactory character of the instruction,
dispensed by ilaxcn-hcadc- d young fel-

lows from a neighboring academy, who
ilofrred onlv as much arithmetic and
nri'fxrrTihv into me smaii uovs on tne
frout benches as was compatible with
their keener sense of duty toward the
larjre irirls on the back sette ;.

But this winter a la-l- had taken her
place behind the ii;c-stain- cd desk
a girl of some twenty summers, dark-hairc- d

and graceful, and my devotion
to school had received an unprecedented
impetus. As I put the matter to myself,
with the delighted .senso of the final, the
predetermined, the inevitable, 1 had
found my destiny, I had met mv coun-
terpart, I had fallen in love. I was a
worm beside her. Be it granted. If
the sun shines on a worm, is he not
warmed? The blood of a dauntless
race was flowing through my veins.
With that pale face as a guiding star,
the path to fortune might open even yet.

In point of fact, in me the Kainford
energy, my legs being disabled, had gone
to the brain, ana many a romance had I
spun in cousequenee through the long
and idle hours of my childhood. My
deformity and my feebleness were so
repulsive" to the sturdy instinct within
me that 1 lived in an ideal world apart
from these. In my daily lot Viy weak-
ness, scorn and bitterness. Those were
too airy materirds for freakish fancy to
build with, and thus, although left to find
her own straw, she had wrought so
gaily and so well that I had grown quite
wonted to the image of myself as a
gallant J'oung mariner, the crown of all
the Kainford--- . who by one swift turn of
the fateful wheel had won inches and
graces, wealth and fame, a lovely bride
and a grandfather's biasing and who
should bear himself, in his old age,
with the most exemplary consideration
towanl all less fortunate scions of his
blood.

So there sat fancv, like a roguish
spider, spinning cobwebs in the crippled
boy's young brain, just as she has some-

times "spun them since even within the
gray p:ite of a respectable old dojtor of
my" acquaintance, and weaving with
every one tho vision of a sweet, grave
face. And so, when in tiie course of that
nomadic existence known as boarding
round, highly cherished by the educa-
tional fathers as ad.-vic- e at once social
and economical, Miss Celia Lincoln
knocked at my grandfather's door, I
af-te- scarcely a more extravagant part
than many taller youths of eighteen
summertides, in slipping my first poem,
a fervid if occasionally unmetrical dec-
laration of my sentiments, under the
beatl-embroider- ed pin-cushi- on that my
careful mother had drawn from the
camphor-che- st and placed upon o'ir vis-

itor's bureau. It was the remembrance
of this decisive act which made my thin
hand shake upon the rattling latch as I

opened the kitchen door next morning,
but once within the influence of that
cheerv spot, the one room in the hous
where my mother rcigneti supreme, 1

dropped upon a cricket and gave myself
up to the expectation of breakfasting
with the tcaeher.

It must be confessed, to begin with,
that the Widow Kainford, to make use
of village phrase, was preparines

rr-- i !iv:i Ir;
fas much more elaborate than usual.
The little, white-sprea- d table, carven in
strange fashion from sweet-smellin- g

woods that never grew on honest Yan-

kee soil, stood snugly on its twisted
legs before the dumpv cooking-stov- e,

much at a loss to understand why it
should be thujr called upon to support a
platter of bony herrings and a dish oi
chubby doughnuts, in addition to its
customary morning burden of buck-

wheat cakes and coffee. The pictured
jug. also, too ugly for ugliness and so
perforce called beautiful, brought from
Japan as it was by the youngest Captain
Kainford. on his" last home-returni- ng

voyage, was epialiy put about in mind
to understand for 'what reason it had
been so abruptly emptied of the reluc-

tant molasses and filled to the brim, in-

stead with golden maple syrup.
But whatever perplexity may have be-

set such stray articles of 'foreign furni-

ture and cfockerj-- , the bright little
kitchen, in general", seemed well content
with these indications of festivity. The
kettle snug a jovial song. The flat-iron- s,

standing in an even row on the
mantel shelf, with their black noses
turned up disdainfully toward the ceil-

ing, nevertheless elbowed one another
insecrct excitement. The portrait of
George Washington above the clock,
albeit somewhat dimmed by the smoke
of manv a broiling, smiled through its
stains "benignantly. Yellow Tabby,
sniffing the delicious odors that hung
upon the air, wrapped her ecstatic tail
more tightly about her paws and shut
her blinking eyes against temptation.
But the most comfortable sight of all
was the face of my comely mother her-

self, as she finally raised dier flushed
cheeks from the fire and said, in a voice
musical with motherly tenderness and
household cheer:

"Now, Ralph, run and call your
teacher to her breakfast."

Dear mother! she would always for-
get my years and treat mo like a baby;
out 1 obeyed her command, blushing to
the roots of my brown hair as 1 opened
the parlor door. But Miss Lincoln
turned her quiet eyes upon me and nod-

ded witlioiu change of coloi. promptly
closing the door of one of the quaint
cabinets that lined xhe walls, where she
had been serenely lingering all manner
ot time-wor-n loxtie.--. brought uv
four generations of Kainfords from over
the sea.

My mother greeted Miss Lincoln with
her usual simple cordiality, as graceful
as. a wavsidc fountain to thirsty lips,
and asked if she had passed a restful
night.

"Yes, I thank you,' replied the school
teacher, with a certain precision of ar-

ticulation suggestive of the spelling
book. "I slept extremely well." . ,

I blushed, again for indignation.
What right had she to these sound
slumbers at such a crisis of my life, if
not of hers? I nrysclf had presumed
that I should toss on a sleepless pillow
all pight long and remembered a little
sheepishly that I had kissed-Ubd'- s scep-

terbefore the village clockstruck twelve.
But who ever heard of a lady sleeping
fj..v.v no!"' a"'e".:c a

missive which hadbcen warmed against
a lover's heart? There was only one
explanation possible. She had not yet
caught sight of my note. I wished I
had had the courage to pin it upon the
top of the cushion instead of concealing
it beneath. But as we stood behind our
chairs waiting, according to the family
custom, for the entrance of nry grand-
father, Miss Lincoln turned to m 2 with
her little, professional air of staid dig-
nity and said, as she drew out my idon-:ic- al

poem from her pocket:
"You were early in passing in vonr

composition, Ralph. I said they need
not be ready before Friday afternoon.
I have corrected this, however, although
a I had not my blue pencil with me,
vou must notice that I have drawn a red
liu'.-- under botk the misspelled words
and the errors Tit grammatical construc-
tion. I have made a cross. against sev-
eral false rhymes and the most seriously
defective rhythms. It is a pretty effort,
I think, and you have improved greatly
in punctuation.

My disgust and chagrin admitted of
no words. The only love-lett- er I ever
wrote or ever shall. I crushed hurriedly
into my pocket, and was grateful that
the arrival of mv grandfather diverted
attention from my crimson cheeks.

He entered with his most stately air,
and I readily perceived that his delay
was due to extra attention bestowed
upon his toilet. He had the natural
gallantry of a ssaman and astonished
Miss Lincoln by kissing her pale brow
deliberately, with the words:

"Djar madame, allow me to salute
you." He performed the same ceremony
"in eonnection with mvmother. who sub
mitted gracefully, as she had done for
nearly twenty years, never daring to
crossher husband's father, of whom she
stood in an awe even deeper than my
own. The quaint courtesy of his man-
ner, too, recommended his greetings.
Of me he to jk, as usual, not the slightest
notice.

My grandfather having politely seated
his guest, proceeded todrawon his own
ponderous arm-chai- r, a signal at which
my mother and I ventured to take our
places, and while old Cap'n Reuben was
addres-in- g Miss Lincoln in his deep
tones, my mother poured the coffee and
served us all in turn, expressing her se-

cret tenderness for me and her uneasy
consciousness of some trouble in my
face, by heaping a very pyramid of the
brownest buckwheatj cakes upon my
plate.

"You art', my dear j'oung madam,"
mv grandfather was saying, "engaged.
I believe, in the occupation of teaching."

Having heard that old Cap'n Reuben
was exceedingly tbaf, Miss Lincoln
bowed sile:itlyin answer.

"An honorable occupation," con-

tinued my grandfather; "pray tell me
how many pupils have the ha'ppincss of
being under your instruction at present.

Ab nit thirtv, 'replied the teacacr,
raising her silvery voice.

But the old man shook his head
mournfully.

"I do not hear you, madam. I have
listened too long to the roar of stormy
seas. The crash of winds and
wavc3 fills my ears continually
and renders it hard for any
human voice to reach me. I have sailed
the seas, dear madam, for over half a
century, and I should have found a
grave iong since beneath their tides.
There my father sleeps and his brave
father before him, both stalwart men
in their tim aud the doers of many a
worthy ded. And my son, who ranked
with tho best of his race, who sailed
from this port, on his twenty-fir- st birth-
day, Captain of as fine a whaler as ever
rode the waves my son is gone be-

fore. It is not often that you see. per-
haps, a family on New England soil so
proud of pedigree. But my ancestors
were bold and hardy sailors whose
nanus will not lightly perish. Ah,
mad ime, it is a thousand pities that the
bio xi of the Raiufords flows no more, for
I am old man now and mine is already
turning to ice within my veins."

Amidst all my fuming rage and mor-
tification. I co'uld see, with a certain
habitual pride in my grandfather, that
Miss Lincoln, now meeting him for the
first time, was strongly impressed by his
words and manner. The ancient French
descent of our family was apparent in
his courtly bearing, made more emphatic
by tho lordly air that years of sover-
eign tv on board his ship had given him.

lint as ne saury shook 111s snowy neau,
lamenting for his sea-fari- ng race soon
to become extinct, my teacher, forget-
ting his infirmity, hastened to say, nod-
ding and smiling toward me: "But here
is Ralph, Captain Kainford. a good boy
and as bright as need b at his lessons,
whenever he chooses to study."

"He will always persist in seeing me
against the background of a black-
board and a map," 1 groaned inwardly,
while my poor mother, who so seldom
heard a syllable in my praise, grew
radiant with pleasure and deluged my
cakes with a fresh supply of syrup.

My grandfather had not heard tho
teacher's words, but he followed her
glance and said, bending his shaggy-brow- s

upon me with a frown:
"Nay, madame, the Kainford men

have passed away. The lad features
my son, but only "as a shadow in the
glass. Manhood is declared in action,
and this mopish girl in pantaloons
dear madame. pray excuse the term
is but the hollow echo of voices heard
no more. His arms are pipe stems and
his hands are claws. He has never done
a deed, nor can, nor will. He beans the
Kainford eyes and hair, and dwells be-

neath the Kainford roof, but as useless-
ly as a picture on the wall. The men
of my name, dear madame. sleep in
ocean" graves, all save myself, whom
death has, maybe, forgotten, for never
yet has the spoiler sought a Kainford on
"land. Ah! if my son had left a son, and
not a doll, behind him, I would yet sail
the seas onoe more and be buried where
my father sleeps, in the far Arctic
Ocean, with an iceberg for my only
monument."

The melancholy majesty of the old
r had brought the tears to

his listener's gray eyes. He noticed
them, well pleased, and when, on rising
from the breakfast table, she equipped
herself for school, wrapping about her
slinnlders a warm,, red cloak, with hood-

the

white and voiceless, at the bottom of
long embankment, near whose
stepped. Mv grandfather I

on up the narrow footpath,
trodden by to his de-

mure companion, on by
her as. -- best lee ling nis
way with cane whose knbt was
jvrought of whale's tooth and
irnicriTt was more than I of ten cared ta I

A blue comforter, the ends stream- -
in wind, was tied about ears.

Ms Lincoln walked beside Ma !

in her red cloak, resting her little hand,
lightly on his great coat-sleev- e and
giving car to the sailor's profuse
and stately compliments with as com-
posed a countenance as if he were re-

citing the multiplication table. I
limped at a good distance behind, my
books under my arm ana my cap urawn
closery down over my sulky face.

Just as I was watching the
tassel and one end of the blue com-
forter, having been blown together by
a gust of sleety wind, dancing and
flirting in the most indecorous manner
behind their wearers' backs, there rose
a s"nout behind us.

"The bull! Lookout! The bull!" I
knew the meaning of that cry too well.
I knew what a ferocious animal it was
that Farmer Ingram kept stalled up in a
corner of the lot through wnich we
were passing. In summer we school
children always shunned this pasture,
but through the winter the bull was kept

tin confinjment and I entertained
no thought of peril. How well I re-

member that instant! There was no
time for dreaming then. The spark, of
manhood in ray blood burst into flame
1 looked upon life and death, and honor
outshone them both. I felt a strange
exultation and complete n.

The furious beast, its tail erect and head
bent low, maddened by the sight of the
red cloak, was rushing full upon Miss
Lincoln, who had but just caught sight
of it and stood pale as a ghost, helpless
from utter terror. Throwing down mv
books, I hurried toward her as fast as
my hobbling limb 5 would carry me. I
could not play even the hero gracefully,
vou see. My grandfather turned his
head at the same time and without
pause of an instant, old as he was.
whirled his mighty cane above his head
and dashed across the snow to meet the
buil. But his foot slipped on the glassy
crust and he heavily, the cane ba-in- g

thrown ineffectually from his hand,
right before the feet of the red-eye- d

brute, who trampled him as he plunged
onward, without pausing, toward the
helpless jdrl. I remember thinking even
then, in "the supreme moment of perils
wiiat shameful bigotry it was in the
prejudiced creature to fly into such a
passion with auy one for offending his
fastidious taste in dress. I saw but one
course of action open before me, not
dignified nor glorious, but perhaps rapa-bl- e

of saving a woman's life. A boy-coul- d

not light; a cripple could not run;
but I was alight little fellow and might
possibly slide safely down the bank and
out upon the ice, where Mr. Bull would
find it embarrassing to follow.

Quicker than the thought, I had torn
obnoxious scarlet cloak from the

tuachcr's shoulders, and, holding it by
the tassel, flourished it so offensively in
the animal's nyos as he drew near that
he swerve I from his path, with a low
snort of fury, and directed his charge at
once against myself, who had leapt as
far away from Miss Lincoln as I could.
I scrambled back to the very eile of
the embankment and even as I felt
hot breath of beast upon my face,
threw my heels over my head with a
shrill, derisive iioot, and, curled into a
ball, still clinging to the cloak, rolled
down the steep incline and out upon the
river. The exasperated bull pitched
headlong after me, floundered a mo-

ment in drifts, through whose crust
he broke forthwith, aud. rendered
frantic by his obstinate and ugly wrath,
blind to everything except that flutter-
ing red rag, rushed heavily out upon
the thin sheet of ice, which crashed and
rave wav beneath him. In one instant
more he" was caught as in a trap, the
greater part of his body- - immersed in
the bitter cold water and jafged edges
of ice cutting his tough hide at every
struggle.

Well! That was all. There was
nothing more for me to do but rub my
poor lame legs and hobble up the bank
again. I feit that I not cut exactly
a heroic figure, as I crept wearily across
the snow, leaving Farmer Ingram and
his men to extricate the bellowing bull,
which was in danger of drowning itself
by its impatient plunges. My only re-

gret was that the red tassel had been
wrenched from the cloak. I Miss
Lincoln, her eyes flooded with grateful
tears, supporting grandfather, who
was much shaken by tne excitement and
the fall, and more severely hurt than
any of us as yet surmised by the tramp-
ling he had undergone

As I limped up to them, hat crashed
and jacket awry, brushing off the
patches of snow from clothes with one
hand, while in the other I still grasped

cloak and tassel. Miss Lincoln, to
my consternation, threw her arms about
my neck and kissed me.

"You are dearest little boy in the
world, Ralph," she cried, with no trace
of the spelling-boo- k left in her eager
speech, "how can I ever thank you?"

But 1 think a liner thrill passed
through my frame, when white-haire- d

sea "Captain, for the first time iu
our two lives, gave me his honored hand
and said in those deep tones, never be-

fore so gracious to my ears:
"Well done, my grandson. It was

the deed of a Rainford."
My log has burned to ashes. I must

liht my chamber candle and go to bed.
There is nothing more to tell, unless
you care to hear that when I was actu-
ally confronted with the question, I
found it easier to ask Miss Lincoln for

red tassel than for her hand, and
my grandfather for a medical education
than permission to set up house-keepin- g.

"Why do you choose to be a doctor,
Ralph? he queried, not unkindly.

"What better use can I make of my
brains, since they are all of the Rainford
in me, than by setting them to the help
of other poor fellows, who may be in as
hard a case as mine?" I answered in

shrill tone that penetrated his dull
cars most readily.

"Ay, ay, thatis true," he responded,
"your eyes have a flash like

your father's, Ralph. It is the spirit?
after all, that the man."

And my poor grandfather, who never
knew another well dav frora hour

I when the bull's hoofs passed over him,
i expended his nionev upon mc liberal! v
! ,,- - ,...., if. I
ami liven to ie.Ji ins suue.iiigs isgiueuuu
by my skill. After working hard at my
books this side of the water, I studied
in the foreign

.
hospitals.. for several

money, a little lame, a little goocl-wi- u

up anu uown tne street, anuaproiession
that gives mv intellectual activities and
my human sympathies equal play. I
have a few treasures, too. That massive
cane, with the whale tooth head, is one
o?them. And if I should open the
secret drawer in my omce desk you
woidd find there nothing pathetic
or romantic onlv a lock of my mother's
white hair and a faded scarlet tassel.
Kailterine Lee Bates, in Springfield
(Mass.) Hepublican.

and hanging tassel, not timid re- - years, and puolnhe I a little pampluet,
monstrancesof mv mother nor the cli;ll t upon my return, which gained me some
of the wintry morning could restrain convenient reputation among ray nelgh-th-e

gallant old. gentleman from offering! bors. I did not marry Miss Lincoln,
the teacher his arm to the school-hous- e. largely for the reajou that she preferred

We were doubtless a comical little ! to many some one else a missionary
company as we made our way across j with a gray beard, who took her off tc
the frozen fields, treading cautiously on ; Turkey, where she died ten years ago oi
the ice-crust- ed drifts of" snow and fol- - j the fever. Bat I find myself, with in:
lowing, where we could, the direction easy, hachelor habits, pretty comforta
of thespell-boun- d river, that glittered. : ble as the months go by. 1 have a littlo

.
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SCHOOL AND CHURCH.

The almost universal practice of
teaching abstract numbers before con-sre- te

Is an inversion of nature and com-
mon sense. Philadelphia Presa.

The Oxford Press, it is claimed.
ues paper enough each year in printing
Bibles to form aband nearly nine inches
ivic?n :irmiml llirc p.irih.

The most sublime announcement
ever made to man is that Jesus Christ

yet we are so familiar with it that we
regard it as a commonplace.

Four young ladies were among the
rccipientsof scholarships at the recent
contest in Cornell University. Four
vonng men also won. Cornell believes
in equal honors and privileges. Syra-
cuse Journal.

The Duke of Norfolk has given to
the Catholic Church since 1S6S, when
he became of age, more than $2,500,000.
besides very large sums to private chari
ties which amount to nearly as much
more.

Bishop Wordsworth, of the Church
of England, diocese of Scotland, ha
lately announced to his clergy that he
despairs of a union between the Estab-
lished Church of Scotland, the "Aulu
Kirk," and the Episcopal Church in that
land.

The eldest daughter of Dr. Thomas,
of Baltimore, one of the Johns Hopkins
trustees, recently graduated from Zurich
University with the highest honors in
philosopy earned by any student in the
past two hundred years.

During the trial of a disputed set
tlement at Leith, Scotland, one of the
witnesses was asked: "Do sermons
that are delivered and not read edify
you most?" He excited the risibility of
the Court by replying, "I consider that
if ministers" can" not remember their
sermons, it is perfectly unreasonable to
expect their hearers to do so."

A man visiting London went to
church and seated himself without hesi-
tation in the nearest pow. Soon the
owner came in, eyed the stranger crit-
ically, and writing "My pew" on the
flyleaf of a prayer-boo- k, handed the
book to the intruder. The stranger read
the message, smiled a beautiful smile,
and wrote underneath: "Nice pew.

The difference between the condi-
tion of education in the South and that
in the North is vividly set forth in a few
statistics which we take from the report
of the Commissioner of Education. Ac-

cording to this document the average
school year consists in North Carolina
of 62.5 days, in Georgia of Go, in Ten-
nessee of 73, in Rhode Island of 181, in
New Jersey of 192, in Maryland of 199.
In Alabama the anuual per capita ex-

pense of each child is $1.01, in Massa-
chusetts, $15.83. Chicago Journal.

Of tho donations by women to dif-

ferent colleges in this country $750,000
has been given for the benefit of women,
less than half of the sum given by wo-

men for man's benefit; $137,000 have
been bestowed by women to

institutions, not taking into ac-

count the immense sum given by Mrs.
Fiske to Cornell University, which is
now in litigation. There are now 13,000
women graduates from colleges who aid.
in a measure, these institutions. Vas-sa- r

graduates have given $25,000 in
fifty years to their nZmrt muter. The
Harvard Annex has received a sum ol
$45,000. Welleslcv, through Mrs.
Valeria Stone, has been benefited over
$100,000 worth, and Smith College,
founded bv a lad-- , Miss Sophia Smith,
has had $305,000. Cleveland Leader.

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

A noiseless violin has been in-

vented. Now when some one discovers
a noiseless opera singer the weary soul
of the public will find rest. Chicugc
Tribune.

An old negro woman, praying for
a certain slanderer, said: "O, Lord,
won't you be kind enough to take dt
door of his mouth oil', and when you pui
it on again just hang it on the gospel
hinges of peace on earth and good will
to men."

A young lady who w.ts too sick to
wash the supper dishes recovered suffi-

ciently fifteen minutes after her mother
had performed the job to play croquet
and 'sit up" with a young man until
midnight. What delicate creatures
American girls are, anyhow. Drake's
'Travelers' Magazine.

4,You may talk as much as you
please," remarked the irascible man;
'but let me tell you that I consider your
arguments as well as yourself beneath
my notice. I don't give so much as
a thought." "I hope not," was the re-

sponse; "I wouldn't have you bank-
rupt yourself on my account. Boston
Transcript.

"Wife. I wish you could make pics
that would taste as good as my mother's
used to." "Well, ray dear, you run out
and bring in a pailful of water and a hod-ful- of

coal and an armful of wood, just as
you used to for your mother, and maybe
you will like my pies as well." He con-

cluded the pies would do just as they
were. Boston Post.

Say, ma, I seen a nigger put seven
eggs in his mouth all at once," said
Johnny Quarle as he came in from his
supper. "Humph, that's nothing; your
father put that butcher shop and a
horse and wagon into his," tartly re-

plied Mrs. Quarle. Whisky was the
ruination of the old man. Brooklyn
Times.

He was reading a patent-medici-ne

almanac. Suddenly he jumped up and
shouted to his wife; "Somebody run for
the doctor; I'm sick. I'm the sickest
man on the footstool. There ain't a
disease known to medical science that I
havent got pronounced symptoms of.
1 have reached the advanced stage of
everything. Somebody run for the doc-

tor quick!" Detroit Post.
"Father, please tell me what en-

tail means and if we have such a law in
the United States?" Father Under
the law of cnta'l. ray boy, the landed
property of the father is handed down
to the eldest son, successively, genera-
tion after generation. We have no
such provision in the United States.
Here the money generally goes to the
lawyers who settle the father's estate.
Irou see the difference?'" Ar. Y. Sun.

Spiral Tracery.

There is nothing more wonderful in
woodwork than the spiral tracery, as
certain wonderful pieces of turning
made in Ohio are called. The turning
is so true that the different parts of a
twist or of an intricate braided pattern
slip into place unerringly, and largo
screens and panels are made in which
the wood seems as flexible and manage-
able as a silken cable. Arches from
which curtains may be hung, screens
into which mirrors or rare embroideries
may bs fitted, little panels for desk rail-
ings, and easels of great lightness and
strength, are a few of the things for
which the tracery has already been
used, but its possibilities are infinite.
Boston AdrcrHser.

T. B. BOSS, "

Physician and Surgeon,

Having recently located for the practice of
his profession, respectfully offers his services
to the citizens of Abilene and vicinity.

OFFICE and consulting room at residence
on Cedar street, formerly occupied by Ur.
Fla:sk, where he can be found both day asd
night --all hours.

S. "51. HUNTER, 31. D.,

Physician and Surgeon,

All calls promptly answered, either day or
night. Office with Grovir & Hunter, Druggists.

KAUB & JACKSON,

bDENTISTS
(Successors to Dr. Hisc).

Dental Parlors, Cor. Broadway & Second Sta,
Pk htll iJgUWAJy TT 1VBl.aJ5U

All operations known to the Dental profes-Io- n
performed in the most skillful manner.

Teeth extracted without paiu by the use of
local ami'Sthctics and gas.

"W. P. SEEDS,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,
JJ3JV33,

STA-HBATJG-

H

& HURD,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

J. E. revs. I W. B. DKTEKCMi.

FIRST NATIONAL BAOT,
OF .AXTli-lallVJbl- .

Capital, $75,000. Surplus, $15,000.

AB8LEME BANK.
C H. LEDOI.D, J. M. FIPIIEir, J. E. nEBBST,

rniarit t rs--

E. A. HEliUbi'. CasUler.

Our individual liabilitv is not limited, as is too
case with stockholders of incorporated fcana.

IED0LD, FISHER & CO., Bankers.

THOMAS KIRBY,

Banker
ABILENE, KMSAS.

TRANSACTS A
GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS

Gives Especial Altcution tc Collections

Buys ami Sells Foreign aud Do-mcat- ic

Exchange.

Negotiates Mortgage Loans

CSA11 business promptly attendod to. lly

ulnAR r&OTOlrSi
Notice to Dealers in Cipnrs and Tobacco:

I wish to inform vou that I am now prepared
to furnish you with thollliSTquaUty of Clears
at the very LOWEST figures.

3T-3- Factory under Kirby's Bank.

M. L. POTTEK,

ral HiiGtioneer,
WOOBBISE P. 0., RMSAS.

Will cry sales of all kinds at reasonable
rates. Satisfaction guaranteed or no pay.

C. W. LIGGETT,

AUCTIONEER.
All sales promptly attended to and satisfac-

tion tjuarantecd. I'osfcoflice address,

GEO. A. NILES,

General Auctioneer
For Dickinson and Adjoining Counties.

bout ten years' practice in theEastern and
Western States. Charges reasonable, and sat
isfaction guaranteed. Post-offic- e address,

ATnT.TCTJTEj 3T ATVSAS.

FltASKA. S3IALLEY,

Attornev at
REAL ESTATE,

Insurance and Collection Agent.

Abstracts of titles furnished, taxes paid,
rents collected and money judiciously invest-
ed for non-residen- I represent the best
Fire Lightning and Tornado Insurance Com-

panies in the world. All business promptly
and faithfully attended to.

F. B. WILSON. W. W. WILSON

F. B. WILSON & SON,

Real Estate Agents,

ABILEHE, KANSAS.

BcprcscntthefollowinjInsuranccCompanics:

Fireman's Fuiid, of California.

Union, of California.

Sorth German Insurance Co.

Merchants', of Xewarfc.

jlattoon Life Insurance Co., of Illinois.

Hartford Life aud Annnitj-- ,

ra ef Hartford, Connecticut.

GO TO THE

Western Home Nursery
M Miles North of

DECTtOIT, KAIfSAS,
For your Fruit and Ornamental Trees, con
Blstiug of the following- - kinds of Trees, Vines,
etc: Apples. Peach, Pears, Plums, Cherry.
Quince, Apricots, Crab Apples, Juneberrics.
Kaspoerrics. Blackberries. Strawberries, Cu-
rrant. Gooseberries, Pie Plant, and all kinds
of Sbade Tree and Flowering Shrubs, Ever-
greens, Creepers. Climbinjr Vines, cbs. Early
Illinois Potatoes, two weeks earlier than the
Early Boso or Early Vermont; cooks dry pad
mealy; can use them when only half grown
I will guarantee potatoes large rnongh-t- o na
In six weeks from time of planting.

If you sead anything in the aboro line yc
xBl Bare money by calling on or addressing

E. EICHOLTZ, Detroit, Kas.

KELLER'S

Bakeryv
EAST TfflBD.STREET. ij

The Best of BreacT
PIES AjST) CAKES

.' 1

Always on Hand.

CoMCTIOHERY & CilM -

A SPECIALTY.

ICE CREAM & OYSTERS

DT SEASON.

Tobacco
SPEG3ALTIES.

THE PALM LEAF PLUG

CHEWING TOBACCO

AND THE GUVNOR

5 GENT CIGAR:

FOUND ONLY AT THE

LITTLE ID Sf01,
1, K. VANDEieiLT,

Proprietor.

HOME GROWN"
FRUIT ASD OMAMESTAL TREES,

GRAPE VINES. i

Small Fruit, Evergreens, Rhubarb,

RUSSIAN MULBERRY.

For sale at tho Nursery, near tho
bridge over the Smoky Hill river, at
Enterprise.

S. UOLDSWOIITH & CO.

10 tiieBusioess.

klilu
--.-

T-

ewell's
-- ODE1-

In Ail Orades
.

JBATTHCS, OIL CLOTH, UMHOF,.

Rogs, Druggets, Door Iats,&c

An immense stock", comprising thf.
standard goods, guaranteed to be,. .;-.-

,

strictly as represented, at

Prices Below Competitioiil

A comparison will convince any oaa
competent to judge.

Wall Paper and Fine Decorations

An especially full and elegant stock
always in the house, such as is rarely
carried outside of the large cities. Also
full lines of samples of the most co3tly
and desirable goods in the market,
which will be promptly supplied by ex-
press, giving a choice of stock such a
can be supplied by no one house in tha
country. , ,"

In Window Shades, Fixtnres andrTrIm
mings, SJeel EnjyraTins, Photograph
GcodSj Chromos, Pianos or nearly ererx
make, Organs Mason & Hamlin, West-

ern Cottage and other?. SEWING MA-

CHINES Domestic, Eldridgc, Hartfwi
White, Estey, Singer, aad uiaay etfeee-kinds- .

My method of business has been to
handle the veky best goods that 1
could fully guarantee, assured tkat i
the end it would be to the advantage, of
my customers and of my business, X
do not propose to change this policy,,
but if ar.y one wants cheap goods, I wilt
supply them as low a any one can-- AM-th- e

above and very much more ia addi-
tion to the largest stock of Books and.
Stationery in "Central Kansas.

T. E. SEWEUk
Msdkr and Siattaer.

?5 w ife - x. -- . w ' A r-i-, r:,--- t .",


